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forth for the West Highlands, with the desperate purpose
of investigating the caves of Staffa, Egg, and Skye.
There was a time when this was a heroic undertaking, and
when the return of Samuel Johnson from achieving it was
hailed by the Edinburgh literati with "per varios casus,"
and other scraps of classical gratulation equally new and
elegant. But the harvest of glory has been entirely
reaped by the early discoverers; and in an age when
every London citizen makes Loch Lomond his washpot,
and throws his shoe over Ben-Nevis, a man may endure
every hardship, and expose himself to every danger of the
Highland seas, from sea-sickness to the jaws of the great
sea-snake, without gaining a single leaf of laurel for his
pains.

The best apology for bestowing all this tediousness
upon you is, that John Burnet is dinning into the ears of
the Court a botheration about the politics of the magnifi-
cent city of Gulross. But I will release you sooner than
I fear I shall escape myself, with the assurance that I am
ever yours most truly,                        WAI/TEE SCOTT.

I conclude the affair of Thomas Scott with a brief ex-
tract from a letter which his brother addressed to him a
few weeks later: "Lord Holland has been in Edin-
burgh, and we met accidentally at a public party. He
made up to me, but I remembered his part in your affair,
and cut him with as little remorse as an old pen." The
meeting here alluded to occurred at a dinner of TJie Fri-
day Club, at Fortune's Tavern, to which Lord Holland
was introduced by Mr. Thomas Thomson. Two gentle-
men who were present inform me that they distinctly
remember a very painful scene, for which, knowing Scott's
habitual good-nature and urbanity, they had been wholly
unprepared. One of them (Lord Jeffrey) adds, that this
was the only example of rudeness he ever witnessed in
him in the course of a lifelong familiarity. I have thought
it due to truth and justice not to omit this disagreeable the
